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letails of the aerodrome could be more clearly distinguished. Members of the ground-staff made signals to us, and we )repared to land. At that moment the sun disappeared. ffe circled the aerodrome once more, almost touching the langars, and soon our wheels were gently touching the ground. We had done it !
The pilot turned and looked at me, but we said nothing. He mopped his brow and heaved a sigh of relief. I went 3ver and shook his hand ; he just nodded.
The General-Officer Commanding of the district was at :he aerodrome. He saluted and helped me out of the machine. I did not feel very much like talking, or describing my trip, and he did not expect it.
Twenty minutes later I fell into bed. I was thoroughly tired out, and desired nothing so much as sleep.
IN MAGNIFICENT  SOMALILAND
Mogadiscio, in e The Southern Cross.'
I certainly never imagined this place was so beautiful. I have been completely captured by this snow-white colonial city, with its original buildings ; its palms perpetually waving in the breeze ; its stately cathedral; its smiling sky ; its handsome, gaily-attired women. I can understand that Europeans who have lived any time in Somalia, and who know all the disagreeable aspects of the tropics and tropical life, still feel a longing to return here. I can also imagine that the partial sameness possesses a peculiar charm of its own. Blackshirts, who had been through the campaign, and marched northwards of Somalia, sang for my benefit some of the then-popular songs, which have a strange poetry of their own. Africa is a mighty magician. . . .
What marvels have been performed here in the last decade (in 1925 it was that Marshal de Bono came here), and, especially, during the last three years ! The European city is a * Little Paris/ with smart hotels, cocktail bars, cafes, cinemas, and tennis clubs, which on cool evenings